ensued and eventually, after many months, it became painfully apparent that she had become "a rheumatoid."
Her beautiful hands deteriorated in a shocking fashion in fewer than nine years. Even cutting an onion became impossibly painful for her. My brother said that she lamented, "I killed myself," after overhearing a discussion about her chest radiograph. She blamed no one but herself for developing lung cancer after decades of smoking. I knew that cigarettes were also strongly linked to RA, 1 but I never shared that with her; she was already dealing with enough pain mentally and physically. She went on to survive lung cancer twice within nine years, sequentially in each upper lobe. She quit smoking the night of her first lobectomy, but this meant she gave up all rituals and behaviors associated with cigarettes including coffee, newspapers with crossword puzzles, and the piano. Like the Polonaise that I remember her playing, 2 she was heroic; she never complained even as she observed the destruction of her hands.
Sadly, she had begun smoking in her 20s and the cigarettes were a "gift" to her for working in a war factory, making powdered eggs for the troops. She had a marvelous sense of humor and I understood why she never liked eggs, after cracking open one too many "stinkers." In the 1940s cigarettes were just as addictive, but the US Surgeon General's warnings about the health risks were years in the future. 3 I compare my mother's journey and the loss of her hands to the startling success stories I have had with "rheumatoids" treated with biologics. That is the saddest thought -that my own mother could have been spared the indignity of becoming housebound and disabled had she lived just a few months longer. She would have experienced "the biologic era." Ironically, I published my research in the field of cytokines and patients with RA a year before she developed her second lung tumor and a few years before her death. 4 Her remaining lower lobes were further compromised by prednisone and she rapidly succumbed to community-acquired pneumonia. All of the traditional RA remittive drugs had failed her, and her treating rheumatologist resorted to steroids to ease her suffering. She died far too young at age 74. Her husband, my father, carried on without her until he died, on August 19, 2015, at age 93. He was one of Western Canada's first certified rheumatologists. 5 He trained with Philip Hench at the Mayo Clinic in the early 1950s when cortisone was first discovered and promoted as the "cure" for RA. 6 Dad hated to see the problems prednisone caused his wife, but he understood the futility of her situation. My father lived his final years in his own heroic fashion and he too never complained… but he never had any problems with any of his joints.
My mother was a great role model for a rheumatologist husband and daughter. This poem is dedicated to my mother and all "rheumatoids" who suffered with painful hand disability and deformity before the biologic era. 
